TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
and requested her to behave in a more ladylike fashion,
I did it with such dignity that Barney said I was drunk.
" A modest proposal ! Jayshus, the terrible Dean!"
the Citizen shouted. His mind was like lightning.
I thought he could not have seen St. Patrick's from
his position, much less that he could have read the
savage essay by Dean Swift.
My remarks anent propriety had the effect of
making Jenny swing about and put her two feet out
of the left window. She was balanced on the Citizen's
knees. Her head was on Barney's thigh and her
skirts were all over Weary's lap.
Uneasily that embarrassed traveller inquired if we
were anywhere near Fumbally Alley.
" Quite," said I, and I gazed at the moon. It was
certainly there a moment ago, like a chariot wheel
rounding the spire. That was a moment ago, but
now it seems to be between me and the gloomy black
door of the place; and it is not round; it's gibbous,
if you see what I mean; and it's more white than
bright, and, what's very strange, it seems to be com-
ing along with us in the cab. It's gone ! Weary
made a movement that put it out. But who could
see clearly in a dark cab, with people tumbling and
balancing all over the place ? And we're not in
Fumbally Alley yet.
Suddenly a voice from the sky inquired, *4 Are yez
lookin' for Clonfeenish's ?"
" Why should we pay for a shebeen when we can
call on Vincent in the Coombe ?" said the economic-
ally-minded Mac.
" Go on to the Coombe," we yelled from the cab.
" We can send out for the stuff," Weary said.
" I am afraid," said Barney, " that we cannot bring
this young lady in."
" Why not ?" asked the Citizen sharply.
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